PUPPETS ALL AT SEA
Er us go to America!
What!   With a small booth as a theatre, a dozen hand-
puppets as actors to earn our livings, and all those thousands
of miles and bags of expenses to negotiate!   Impossible!
But these puppets of ours are very insistent, and they
never cease to agitate for new fields in which to wander.
They have, too, an audience that entices with suggestions
and alluring invitations, and for some years now the silly
little wooden heads of our minute actors have been agitated
with this idea of going to America.
It is one of the penalties of being a puppet showman.
You conceive these characters lightheartedly, and you make
them, and from that moment you cease to be your own
master. You are dominated by a group of empty-headed
characters that insist upon being always young and gay,
upon being always in the limelight, upon always showing off
and embarrassing you, as children embarrass adults, with a
fiendish vitality, quite proper to a puppet or a child, but
very difficult for ordinary flesh and blood to sustain. I can
see now, that, if it were not for the lethargy of puppet show-
men, always dragging in the rear, puppets would sweep the
world with an irresistible verve and gaiety.
Let us go to America!
That was easy for the puppets to say, but, as the show-
man, I was horribly dubious.   My spirits went down into
my boots and I was in despair.   Then Winifred treacher-
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